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The Peruvian Coast

FROM Ancon north, practically to the border of
Ecuador, I had planned to follow the coast. Rains
are almost unknown in these regions, in fact,
there are parts where people have never seen rain
fall. A few towns and villages stand on the
rivers that run down from the Andes and cross
the dry coast to the sea, and when these rivers are
high they are very wild and dangerous, Some of
the valleys are watered by small irrigation canals,
and where such irrigation exists, fine crops of
sugar-cane, cotton, and rice are grown. Between
the distant rivers are the vast, sandy deserts
where nothing grows and where the sand dunes
rise one after another, like huge ocean billows*
In such places the heat is terrific, and there is
absolutely no water, The ancient Mochica
Indians, later the Chimus, and then the Incas,
had irrigated many of the regions which are now
empty deserts, and I saw the ruins of their towns,
forts, canals, and burial grounds, which tell the
sad story of the white man's invasion.

Contrary to the practice of most travellers in
dry regions, I carried no water.   For my own
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